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Gotten 


Author's Notes: 

Inspired by Slash's "GOTTEN" and its beautiful music video, you guys really need to check it out if you haven't 
already. | found out another cause Slash pursued in the past, beside saving several animals, was raising 
awareness for the plight of homeless youth in LA Homelessness is something that's always been particularly 
close to my heart, even if I've never been in that situation, luckily. Ending up living on the street is something 
that, sadly, could happen to anyone of us, at any given moment and it also brought to my mind something 
Dave wrote about it in his autobiography.. 


At first, | thought it could turn into a drabble for this month's Drabble Challenge.. but nevermind. 


Since James is his current age and Dave is very young in this, | guess we can consider it AU. 


Sorry for the never-ending boring notes, let me know what you think about the fic ) 


| remember it was late night and the bus station was deserted. The cold wind was blowing right on my face, 
making me shiver. Trying to curl up against a vending machine, tired and quite upset since | had no money left, 


| yawned right when a cover was thrown on my body. 
It was then, | raised my gaze and meet a pair of unbelievably beautiful blue eyes. 


For a while, | stood there, crouched on the ground, staring at that enchanting middle-age man with wavy 
blonde hair and such a sweet smile that it warmed my heart in half second. | nearly forgot about the cover.. 


Nearly, 


When he blinked, | mentally cursed myself for being so stupid and grasped the blanket as fast as | could, 
wrapping it around me. It was soft and cozy and for a second, | considered falling asleep in front of the middle- 


aged stranger. Not now sleepiness, hang on 

Another gust of wind blew through the station hallway, making the well-dressed man gently tug on his black 
coat. Now that | was a little more comfortable, | could notice all the details | had been missing so far like his 
bristly beard, which covered part of his cheeks and his chin, making him look a little chubbier than he probably 
was. 


| smiled shyly and he offered me a sad grin | couldn't stop staring at those blue-sky gems. 


"Thank you" | muttered, partly hiding my face into the blanket. Part of me hoped he didn't hear me and when 


he turned his back to me, | was almost relieved. Almost 

The other side was kicking his way out of my mouth. 

"Hey!" | yelled, exposing my clothed torso. He stopped walking. "What's your name?" 

He didn't turned fully, but | swear | saw a bittersweet smile crossing his lips. 

The man didn't reply, he just walked away while | adjusted myself so that | couldn't protest. Too late. | tried to, 
but he was gone. 

Trying to find a comfortable position to sleep in, | accidentally brushed my bare arm against something. | 
flipped it over to see what it was and, surprised, | let my fingers run across the metal decoration My eyes 


moistened as my hand pressed it tighter to my heart. 


James, it read. 


Exile on Main Street 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry, Gar. You were perfect for the role in my mind. Also, thanks to anyone who reviewed the first chapter! 


Let me know what you think about this one :) 


The stranger.. James came back every night of the following week. And kept on coming the week after that one 


and the next one too. 
He wasn't the most talkative person in the world, but he was kind and caring. 


Of course | was glad, but part of me was also a little wary about why he did it. didn't open up for a long 
time and he kept on bringing food and all | could ever need to be fine, so | didn't complain either. 


| had been living in the station since my mom was back at home. She couldn't bear living with me and | hated 
his omnipresent legion of Jehovah's witnesses. They ruined my childhood, so | chose to stay at the station and 


live there. 
Besides, | had James. 


| didn't know exactly when we became friends, but slowly, | got used to his presence. He was so warm and kind. 


With him, | felt home. That had never happened before. 


One night, he sat down next to me on the cold, dirty floor of the hallway and started petting my head. A frigid 
wind blew through the deserted aisles and the night covered everything. The only thing that could be heard 
was our voices and sometimes, our bashful laughters. We talked about my wrecked family, the fact that my 
dad left home and we kept on moving because he found where we lived, my worthless life, the day my best 


friends kicked me out of our band and sent back to LA on a miserable bus... 


For his part, he never said much about himself. He was also vague about his life, but | didn't rush him. Not 
that | cared that much about it. It just seemed.. awkward. 


| had the feeling he wasn't fully satisfied with his life just like | wasn't with mine. 
Some night, he just sighed deeply and didn't speak a word. He just stroked my hair and kept on going until | fell 


asleep. By morning, he was gone. 


Despite everything, he had such a soothing effect on me, that even when he wasn't by my side, | felt calmer 


and more positive than | used to be when | was alone. 


| was living alone in the station, thought. 


Another night, it must've been around two am, | was waiting for him to come when another guy of my age 
approached me. | remember about him. His name was Gar, he lived into the station too with a bunch of other 
guys who pushed heroin and such. | used to do that for a living too, before | left LA with Metallica 

"Hi Dave." 

He swinged before my eyes, bouncing on his knees. A sneer colored his gaunt face. 


"What? Don't you recognize me?" Gar pouted. His attitude was already getting on my nerves. 


"Too bad, | thought we were friends. What did you do, Davey? You went away for a while, didn't you? Why did 


you went away from me and the guys? What now? Are you on holidays?" 
Some of his friends came closer, sniggering at his words. Now | could feel his hot breath against my face. 


"Fuck off, Gar. Let me sleep" | replied, pushing his shoulder away from me to make him lose balance, as | rolled 


on my side. 


| screwed my eyes shut and hoped they went away, but they didn't. The blonde prick tore James's blanket 


away from my body, forcing me to open my eyes. 

"Hey!" 

| jumped up, ready to face them in open combat. | was still skilled in martial arts, | wasn't afraid of them. 
Moreover, Gar was the skinniest bitch | had ever seen. They laughed at my face and | grabbed Gar by his 


shirt, ready to punch him, when he said something he was sure | would've not replied to. 


"Its not like this place is for free. You gotta earn it. It's either pushing smoke or turning tricks. Your choice, 
baby" he whispered, his tongue sharp like a blade, as the guys behind him giggled. 


Unwillingly, | let go of him and they walked away with James's cover. 


He was right. | wasn't a coward, least of all, a gutless prick. But | needed a place to crash. | still had a pride.. 
and my duties. 


| didn't wait for James to come, that night. 


Higher ground 

It was the right time to hustle. 

A little bit too late maybe, but | had to adjust my look. A bunch of girls | used to know back in the days 
helped me get all dress up - they loaned me a leather and lacy miniskirt and a white thank top - and didnt 
bother me too much with silly questions as they were hookers too. They were getting ready to get on the 
street when | noticed | was missing something. 

"Will you... ehr... lend me your lipstick, Layla?" 

| felt heat rushing to my cheek, as | sat on the closed toilette bowl, finishing my smoke. | was a nervous wreck 
and looking at that beautiful, young, tiny, made-up face, made me feel even worse. Did | look good enough? Was 
it just stupid? The only thing sure was that | couldn't puss out now. 

It was too late. 

"Get outta there, first, darling!" the blonde girl shouted. 

| adjusted my fishnets and walk a few steps to the sink, before my legs failed me and fell from the heels | had 
just borrowed. The other girls started chuckling, making me boil up inside. | was pretty fucking irritated and for 
a good damn reason. 

"Well." Layla looked me up and down. "You gotta learn how to walk, that's for sure.” 

"They're too fucking high. I'll break a leg." 

His friends started to echo my complaints, sniggering in a corner of the bathroom. Anyway, | let Layla put 
some make-up on me until | looked like a first-class whore. The final result was both magnificent and.. gross. | 
wouldve fucked myself, if only | could Unluckily, someone else was about to enjoy my body. | sighed deeply. 


"Do you need some more powdery courage?" one of the girls yelled at me. 


| saw her reflected on the mirror and, a second later, | was face-down on the toilet seat, snorting some coke. 


What can | say? | needed it. 


| stumbled out of the bathrooms, heading for the street. The hallway was dark but | could see the light at the 
end of it. | walked next to Gar and his guys with my head held high, but their whistles felt like a thousand pins 
stuck in my pride. 


| tripped twice but finally | managed to get out. | breathed in deeply, then looked at my reflection on a shop 


window. A bright red lipstick enhanced my swollen lips, a large amount of black eyeliner followed the lines of my 


eyes, a hefty layer mascara topping it off. 


The fresh nocturnal air of Los Angeles brushed my hair and my face, as | walked along the side of the road. | 
winked at the drivers, making my hips sway sinuously, but nobody stopped. 


| was at the corner of East Tth and Wilson Street when a car slowed down to approach me. | got closer to the 


car window as the owner rolled it down. 


"Hey, sweetheart. How much do you want for those plump lips wrapped around my cock?" a middle-aged 


grizzled man asked from the inside of the dark Impala. 


| just opened the car door and slipped in. It was way too late to puss out now.. yet too early to savor the 


earnings of my choice. 

"Fifty." 

The man shook his head. "Be kind to me, baby, c'mon" 
"l said fifty bucks." | hated to repeat myself. 


"Alright." he murmured, making a U-turn in the middle of the deserted street. "Lets if some of your friends 


is cheaper..." 


| leaned my hand on his, my fingers brushing against the sweaty, leather steering wheel as | stopped him, 
worried he'd drop me back there. | knew he wouldn't do it, yet he could. Eventually, the only things you can do 
become the things you force yourself to appreciate. And his eyes were already appreciating too much when | 
approached him earlier. Besides, | didn't want to go back to the station and wave like a cheap whore again, 
maybe this time | would've had to fight with one of the girls too. And. That guy looked like he was looking for a 
quick release. Make more money, working less, | told myself. It was a good deal.. as good as such a shitty 
situation could be. Once again, why was | doing it? Oh, right. | was the lucky boy, having James taking care of 
me and all. But as long as | lived on the street, no such thing was possible. | had myself, that was all. | had to 
prove to Gar and to everyone else - let alone to myself - that | wasn't a pussy.. by acting like a pussy. Great 
job, Dave. 


"Let's say forty." 


"Better. See? | knew you were a good girl" he said, stroking my thigh with his free hand, a sadistic smirk on his 


face. 


| clenched my fists and smoked another cigarette, trying to relax and to forget the feeling | had that someone 
was following the car, maybe the police, as he looked for a parking lot. When he found one, we moved to the 


back seats and he unzipped his pants. 


"Lemme see what you can do, honey" he whispered, gathering my hair up in a ponytail while | bent over his 


exposed groin 

| breathed in deeply, waves of nausea rushing through me. | put his dick in my mouth, trying to concentrate on 
the muffled sounds coming from outside: cars braking, doors opening, loud knocks on the car window... wait, 
what? 

| tried to pull off of him, but he pushed me down, gagging me with his shaft. | panicked a bit but almost 
suddenly, a hand grabbed me by the back of my tank top and pulled me out of the car just in time. Dry 


heaves caught me when | was on all four on the sidewalk 


"Are you okay?" a warm, familiar voice asked me. | felt suddenly better with James's big hand stroking slowly 


my back 
"Yeah..." 


Our eyes met for a moment before | looked back at the passed-out guy in the car. James must've punched 


him pretty hard, | guess. | was too busy throwing up to give a shit. 
"Alright, let's go home" he whispered sweetly, helping me on my feet. 


| didn't know what he was talking about and | didn’t ask. | just leaned my head against his neck and closed my 


eyes, his scent filling my nostrils as he led me to his car. 


| really wanted to go home. 


Sense of belonging 


Author's Notes: 
My internet connection has been sucking big dicks lately, but | managed to upload this little shit anyway. Enjoy 
and let me know what you think about it :) 


When | opened my eyes, | realized | must've fallen asleep for a while. How long ago did | black out? My head 
was spinning and | was feeling like shit. 


When | tried to stretch, | realized a pair of muscular, manly arms was holding me. | looked up only to find 
those beautiful blue eyes staring back at me. This James was such an open-hearted man. Without warning, his 
sweet scent filled my nostrils and oddly, | didn’t feel like running away. 


Instead, | leaned my head against his chest, surrendering to my sickness, and sighed deeply. A warm, big hand 


started stroking my hair while another one pulled a blanket on us. 

At some point, | really felt like crying. | was almost like | couldn't keep myself together anymore. | was about to 
smash to the floor, right in front of a stranger. | didn't want to and | fought, but all my tries were worthless. 
| was limp. As if somebody sucked all the stamina out of my body. Weird.. not so weird, on second thought. 


A second later, | was face down on the toilette, throwing up my whole soul. His caring hand was still there, 


stroking my back, unperturbed. 


| spit and hurled my own weak body against the cold tile wall, trying to breath properly. | couldn't. | felt like | 


was about to pass out, before he grabbed some toilet paper and cleaned my mouth gently. 
"Why are you doing this?" 


A hoarse complaint escaped my throat. He was being serious now. He leaned his back to the wall in front of 


mine and looked me straight in the eyes. 

"You need to find a way out of whatever you're in 

Somehow, | got he wasn't just referring to my new "job" and my long-time drug habit. | pictured the guy he 
was probably looking at now: messy, dirty red hair, flushed cheeks, smudged makeup that made me look like a 
Picasso smeared all over my face, swollen lips soaked with vomit and pinpoint pupils. In short, the picture of 


health. Pretty much. 


| just needed some— 


"You need to quit" he stated, almost like he was reading my mind. His tone was uncompromising, so different 


from his usual voice. 
Thinking about it now, ours was a strange relationship. | didn't know anything about him, he didn't know much 
about me, but that was enough. Enough to care, somehow. And that feeling stung my heart right there and 


then. | didn't want somebody to care about me. 


| tried to stand up, he tried to help. | pushed him away only to fall back down. | threw up some more, then 
cried against the toilette seat. 


"Don't you fucking get it?" | screamed, exasperated by abstinence. "I'm gonna die. Or get killed. I'm gonna go back 
to that fucking shithole and fuck everything up again. That's what | do. Fuck, James, I'm a fucking whore, can 


you get it? Leave me the fuck alone!" 


Slowly, my screams turned into sobs. | let his arms wrap again around my head and cried all over his shirt as 


he kissed my head. 


Ours was gonna be a strange relationship. A strange, fucked-up, futureless relationship. It already was. And 
maybe, after all, it was always gonna be like that, because / was like that. 


| felt my heart shrinking at the thought that, until the day | met him, | could've died alone, trashed, in one of 


the cubicles of the station's bathrooms and nobody would've cared. 
There was only one thought worse than that one, right now. 


Me, dead in a cubicle, my lifeless body crouched into a brokenhearted James's arms. 


Point of no return 


Author's Notes: 
| finally fixed my internet connecting, yay! Don't know why l'm writing it here, but I'm happy I'm back. | kinda 
missed RF. 


| slept for the following twelve hours, apparently. 
He picked me up from the bathroom floor and laid me down on his queen-size bed. When | woke up, he was 


gone. | have no idea of where did he sleep. Not a clue. On the night table, | found a note and what seems to be 


breakfast, though. 
Yawning, | opened the scented card. 


"lm at work. Enjoy your breakfast. if you need money, they're in the jar on top of the minibar. See you later? 
James" 


My attitude softened a bit, while reading it. The guy made me fucking breakfast. And told me where he kept 


his cash.. in case | needed if. Fuck. Now, could | just steal his money and walk away? Fucking sweet bastard. 

It took me a while to cool off and surrender. 

| rubbed my sleepy eyes and sit in the middle of the bed, surrounded by tons of pillows and creased sheets. | 
threw my shirt on the floor, realizing then it had to be the top of one of James's pajamas. | got rid of the 
bottom too and pulled my knees to the chest. He gave me his fucking pajamas too. | laid back to smell the 
cushions. 

So, was this his scent? 


It had to be it. 


| found myself smiling like an idiot, my nose pressed against the sweet-smelling fabric of the bed-clothes. They 
smelled like beer and soap. They smelled like James. 


Heat got to my face and my heart started racing at the thought of having him there. 


When | got a hold of myself and was done with smelling the pillows like a fucking creep, | stretched for a while 
and took my time with the delicious breakfast that was waiting for me. On the tray, there were a big cup of 
hot, black espresso, a little milk pot, a small glass filled with water, a sugar bowl, a warm, appetizing croissant 


and a liqueur. Classy. 


No disrespect, but it looked foo classy for someone like him. 


When | was about to take my first bite out of the croissant, someone unexpectedly knocked on the door. | 
didn't answer, stupid choice considering a maid made her entrance shortly after, figuring that the room was 


empty. 

| hurried up and tried to cover myself, but | didn't made it in time and when she noticed me, naked, sprawled 
on the bed, she froze and blushed vehemently. She was a young, gracious, blue eyed brunette with beautiful 
long legs and slim fingers. 

| realized only then, James lived in a hotel room. 

Staring at the floor, she mumbled some kind of apologize and said she would've come back later. | made an 
attempt to apologize too, but | still felt like a fox in a fucking henhouse, so | guess | must've sounded 
disgustingly fake. 


What could | say? | was embarrassed as well. 
y 


The good-looking girl backed off, smiling sweetly to hide his embarrassment as | stare at her like an idiot. | 
would've asked her to stay, but the truth was that | was still confused and also needed a shower. 


Slowly, | got out of the bed and headed to the bathroom, hoping nobody else saw me. | was feeling a little 


better than the previous night and this time, | had the chance to notice the existence of a Jacuzzi not far 


from the toilette | puke in several hours earlier. 
"What the fuck?" 


| had a hard time trying to make it work properly, that contraption's functions were so many.. but when 
James went back "home", he found me in the bathtub, relaxing in the spume and bubbles. 


"Hi" | murmured, grinning. He was wearing an elegant, black suit and shiny, leather shoes. A bright smile 


lightened his face as he kneeled next to the whirlpool bath. 
"Hey, little one. How are you doing? Better?" he asked, ruffling my bangs. 


His warm, big hands started massaging my back slowly but neatly and went on until | was a quivering mass and 
my moans melted with the sound of the hydro-massage. 


"Right there" | mumbled, lost in pleasure, arching when his talented palms headed to my lower back. "Yeah, 


fuck... Harder..." 


| couldn't see his face, but somehow | knew he was smiling. With my eyes closed, | pictured a sweet, shy smile 


coloring his perfect lips and a shiver ran down my back. When | came back to reality, James was drying his 
hands, his cheeks a little flushed - or was that just me? 


He was walking to the door when | squirmed, calling his name. He turned around to face me and, again, | saw 


him flush. This time, he was definitely flushing. 


Maybe the heat coming from the tub was too hot for his clothed body to bear, but | suspected it was 


something else. Something that was beginning to stir inside of him. 


"James" | repeated in a low tone, when | was sure | had all his attention. It was just a throaty call but he 
swallowed hard, approaching the tub. Then, looking down at me, he eased the knot of his tie and waited for me 
to spill the goddamn beans. The atmosphere in the room was so thick you could've cut it with a knife. 


"Uh... Need something, baby?" 


His blue irises were looking nervously away, but | could still read a gleam of hesitant, not-so-well-hidden 


curiosity behind them. 
"Can you wash my hair, please?" 


| bit my lips, begging him with my eyes. It wasn't a big deal, | was quite aware | could be sexy when | meant to. 
And | totally meant to. Seeing him reacting that way, blushing from head to toe, made a grin grew wider on my 


face from smugness. He felt something. Because of me. / was the cause of his feelings. 


It was stupid, nearly childish, | know, but after being kicked out of a band by your best friends, that was 
something. A realization, the kick that me and my self-confidence didn't know we craved so much. Still we did 


and James was feeding us his attentions. Unspoken attentions. 


Once again, he kneeled next to the tub, starting to rub my hair after pouring a sweet-smelling shampoo on my 
head. His hands worked slowly but firmly against the skin and | could feel him relax as | let him do whatever 


he wanted to me, without speaking a word. 


When he was done, he grabbed the bath faucet and washed my mane and my face with hot water. | could tell 


he was getting pleasure from what he was doing by the way he stroked the soap away from my neck. 

"Kiss it" 

| broke the silence. My self-confidence was more than eager to play with somebody else, now that | knew how 
weak | could make him feel. | could make him bend to my will, but could | break him? Could | force him to the 


point of no return? 


Suddenly, he pulled himself back, as if he burned himself. 


| looked at him, he looked upset. More than upset: concerned. And that made me worry. Did | carry things too 
far? Did | cross the line? | was wondering. He was wondering, too, probably. Wondering what the fuck just 
happened. As a starting point, he knew | was a whore.. Well, he knew | was working as a whore. Now, with my 


little, filthy suggestion, | just proved that wasn't just a job | was forced to. | was a slut. 
Fucking great. 


Maybe | just wanted to thank him, somehow, for everything he'd been doing for me and | knew, damn, | was 


sure he'd like it if only he would let himself go.. 


Either way, | wanted to apologize but once again, | didn't know how to do it. See? | know how to break things, 


not how to repair them. 


While | thought about what a stubborn idiot | was, he rushed out of the bathroom without a word and left me 
there, soaking with my thoughts. 


Breaking the ice 


| hid in the bathroom for a long time, trying to process what was going on between me and James. Even in his 
silence, | could feel how intense that man was. He was just like me. Most probably, he had way more decency 


than me. 


| wrapped my body into a towel and stared at my reflection in the mirror. So much better. The make-up was 


gone and my hair were soft and clean again. The problem was my inner self, that was still feeling like shit. 


Withdrawal had his ups and downs, mostly downs. During the ups, | still felt awkward because of James but | 
was positive about my future. My near future, at least. Downs, on the other hand, were.. well, you can 
imagine. | was facing the proverbial bottom of the bottle and didn't like what | was being seeing. It looked dirty 


just like me. 
But James was still there. 


| exited the bathroom and find him asleep, bare-chested, sprawled on his messy bed, lying on his stomach. His 
face was hidden by the beautiful sweaty tangle his blonde hair were. His arms were twisted around a pillow, 
highlighting his wiry, manly muscles. My greedy eyes ran across his strong jaw line, all the way down to those 
delicious, firm buttocks. | was still admiring his toned back, when | realized my mouth was watering profusely 


on a man. 


"Jeesus fuck" | mumbled under my breath, shaking my head. Was | becoming a faggot? Or even worse, a 
softy? Nope, no way. It was just a physical thing. It was just the abstinence. It had to be that. Yeah, lets go 
with that, my inner little devil mocked me. Sounds better than admitting you like sucking dicks, doesn't it? 


| sat on the bed, trying to lay down next to him but there wasn't much space and my own body was burning 
from desire at the mere thought of feeling that perfect body under my palms. | curled back up, a eye still on 
him. Then | glanced down.. fuck How was it possible that | found him so arousing? He was just fucking sleeping. 


Sleeping half naked, alright. 


We couldn't go on that way. | decided then and there | wouldve cut the crap by moving out of his hotel room 
the following morning, there was no other way to make things work again. To set my mind straight again to 
absolutely straight sex, drugs and rock and roll. Fuck the rest. It was the best thing to do. Another good thing 
to do since | couldn't sleep with a fucking stiffy, was sleeping the fuck away from that juicy, hot stuff. 


With a grunt, | grabbed a pillow and headed to the couch at the end of the bed. | locked the door behind me 
and mentally prepared myself for what was going to be a long night. 


Feverish groans and strong, smooth thighs clenched around my hips, pandering to the brutal pace | picked, 
pounding into that hot, young body senseless. 


The thin fabric of his fishnets itched delightfully against my skin, bringing forth a heavenly friction that 
turned me on even more. His nails scratched my back like a kitten's claws would do, as he begged me not to 


show him any mercy at all, pleading me to fuck him harder, faster, deeper, rougher. 


| grunted and shoved him against the garage's wall, my hands firmly pressed against his butt cheeks to 
support his weight. | fondled them vehemently, ready to plunge into his body and soul, and exhorted him to 
open his legs even wider. God only knows what he was thinking, but | imagined he wanted me as hard as | 
wanted him when he started rubbing his pert little ass against my hard-on His tight hole mustd been pretty 


eager to swallow my whole length ball deep, cause his movement nearly drove me crazy. 


Without warning and on the verge to die as the happiest man on Earth, | entered him. He moaned loud, yanking 


my short hair and swearing. 
"Fuck... you're so amazing.. so tight and hot... 
All the way in, all the way out. That's how it's done, honey. 


"Fuck me, daddy! Ah, shit, James!" he whimpered when | pulled my teeth away from his neck and furiously 


attacked his lips, slamming his back against the hood of my new, flaming red racing car. 
| raised his legs, pounding into him as fast as | could as he wanked himself shamelessly before my eyes. 


"Who's my little whore now?" | whispered, biting his neck in a frenzy. That earned me a lustful groan. "You 
want me to bang you all night, don't you? You want to become my little slave, yeah.. Want me to fill you to 
the brink with my hot cream." 


He tilted his head back, screaming as he tried to delay his orgasm. | buried myself deep into him and stroked 
his red locks back, admiring a few drops of sweat dripping down his face as | murmured sweet words of 


encouragement. 


"Come, baby.. Let it go.. Come all over us, make daddy proud...” 

A kiss on his cheek was all it took for him to come undone and he got his own chest drenched. 

"Fuck yeah, shower in your come, slut! To the very last drop, sweetie.. To the very—' 

The redhead was still milking his dick when my groin tightened and suddenly, my own orgasm hit me hard. | 
filled him to the brim, screaming his name as | emptied my balls, stilling as my own come flowed down our 
legs. 

"Ah, fuck, fuck! Oh, Dave.. My little Dave...” 

Panting, | leaned my sweaty forehead against his. He breathed heavily, spent and probably sore. | didn't want to 
get out of him, our bodies meant to complete one another, but | wanted him to relax. When | tried to slip out 
of him, however, he held my tighter and that's when our eyes locked. 

"| love you, James..." 


| smiled, kissing the tip of his nose as | caressed his bare back. 


| love you too, little one." 


When | opened my eyes, my boxers were soaking wet and | was covered in sweat. Fuck. It was just a dream. | 


rolled in the bed, he wasn't there. What the..? 
Finally, when | sat up, | saw him. 


He was sleeping on the little couch at the foot of the bed, curled in a ball. | approached him and sank in a big 
armchair right in front of the sofa, puzzling over the fucked-up dream | just had. He looked so peaceful, now. 
A sigh left my lips as | admired his messy hair sticking to his forehead, his arms clenched tight around a 


pillow. 


This is wrong, | told myself. Let him go. You cant fall for him. You know how its gonna end, stupid idot. It already 
happened to you, idiot. You know you're gonna break his heart in the very same way your beloved one broke yours, 
thirty years ago, by Telling you he had his own life, his career, that you were too young to understand. Don't 


deceive him, just send him on his way already.. 

When | almost succeed in persuading myself | knew the right thing to do, his swollen, rosy lips opened up and 
he rolled on his back. He looked like he was struggling with something, his brows furrowed, his chin quivering 
lightly. The perfect picture of a young, strong-willed mess who was gonna fight the world in order to prove 
who he was. 

Remind you of anyone, fucker? 

| shook my head in an attempt to chase those thoughts away. 

His abdominals tensed and he groaned softly, then a tear fell down from his eye, wetting his cheek and the 
corner of his mouth. | noticed only then, he was coming in his own briefs as well, without even touching 


himself. 


"Ja-mes.." he moaned, his lips parted, as he recovered from his own overwhelming orgasm, shaking lightly. | 
could see his eyeballs rolls behind closed lids. 


Was it already too late? 


Needs 


Author's Notes: 
Long time, no see. Here it is! I'm back ;) 


"We need to talk." 

| kept my eyes closed, hoping he would just go to work and forget about it. Sprawled on his queen-size bed, | 
waited for the well-dressed man standing before me to leave as the rustle of the sheet being pulled away 
reached my ears. 

| know you're not sleeping.’ 

With a grunt, | rolled my eyes behind closed eyelids. Fucker. 

"So" | mumbled, yawning and stretching. "What's up?" 


Ready to go, he glanced at alarm clock on the night table and stood still, then sighed. 


"We need to go away. Well." His cheeks were turning red as he cleared his throat and | began to think he would 


never get to the point. But then, he did. "/need to." 
"Oh." 


What an idiot | was. OF course he had to. He had had his sweet ass time blessing a poor devil with a couple 
nights safe and revered in daddy's arms and now he needed to go. The only thing | couldn't understand was 
why he was leaving so early.. considering he didn't even ask for his ransom. But hey, | thought, fuck it. 
Everyone has his own kinks, right? | was already crawling in his bed during the night, which | didn't remember 
doing at all; what else do one might want out of a flawless hotel life? A night of wild, free sex with a bitch like 


me? 
It took me a while to realize the only thing that left my throat so far was a little, incoherent whining of 
frustration He looked very uncomfortable as he sat on the bed in front of me, crumpling his expensive, black 


suit. 


"Dave, look." his reassuring tone made me feel dirty and when his hand slithered on the mattress to reach 


mine, | pulled back. 


"No, don't.. It's okay. Just give me five minutes to pick up my stuff and—" 


Right when | thought | would choke on air, his palm wrapped around mine, forcing me to look at him. His 


sapphire eyes now full of sorrow met mine and | couldn't help myself anymore. 

| leaned forward till | could feel his hot breath on my nose and grabbed him by the jacket, careful like never 
before. Our lips crashed like war planes, eager to fight to the very last cartridge. It was odd to say the least, 
seeing James finally giving in. Not that | spent too much time thinking about it. Feeling was enough. His skin, his 


bites, his tongue.. turned me on so much | couldn't have stopped my hands from wandering even if | wanted to. 


James, for his part, pressed me against his chest and, after a while, grasped me by the scruff of the neck, 


forcing me to interrupt our kiss. 
We both panted for a while, before giggles broke our awkwardly precious lack of words. 
"You're a very good kisser, James." 


His milky skin couldn't hide the blush coloring his cheeks. It was like being before an open book and | enjoyed 


every minute of it. That was new. 


"Guess | can't leave you anymore, uh?" he murmured shyly, an even more bashful little smile now arising on 


his lips. | grinned, laying back on the pillows, my fingers intertwining on my sweaty nape. 


"You haven't even asked me /fl'm coming" | teased him as my bare legs bent under the sheets, pulling the 


fabric a little lower down my hips. "But lets say | do.. where are we going?" 

Back rested against the wooden board at the foot of the bed, he let his fingers run through his short, blonde 
hair. | wonder how was he like when he was younger. Maybe he had long, majestic, wavy locks.. Maybe big 
bushy mustaches framed his lips, tickling the ones who dared to venture so far. 

| fantasized about it while he took his time to answer me with white lie. | knew we weren't going to go to his 
unreal flat in New York City, if he had one. | didn't care, though. | had nothing to lose, James was the most 
precious thing | owned. 


Finally, the suit-and-tie man made up his mind and spoke up. 


"Far away from here. l.. don't expect you to understand it, Dave, but my work is always gonna take me further 


than | myself can imagine. It's just not up to me. So if you wanna change your mind, you still can" 
| made a face and jumped out of the sheets. 
"Fuck nol You promised me a ride, right? You can't just turn me off this way!" 


It was funny seeing him like that, all charming, dressed to impress... and totally confused, 


"Sorry, | guess? | didn't mean to—" 


"Oh, shut up" | hushed him with a firm kiss that soon turned into another full make-out round. This time, 


James had to stand up and wriggle away from me. A bigger grin make its appearance though, as he shook his 


head. 
"You'll have to learn how to behave yourself, if you want to come with me." 


My hand slid down under the covers, leaving time just for a last wicked smirk before my new friend sneaked 
out on me. Grabbing the keys, he mouthed he'd be back soon, leaving me sniggering at his back 


"Oh, you don't know how badly | want to come, sweet daddy..." 


Framed 


"So.. how's the cake?" 


A little smile played on the fucker's lips, enhancing his beauty even though | hadn't decided yet if that was 


enough cuteness to forgive him. Probably. 
| couldn't hold back a grin myself. 
"| should've never told you it was my birthday." 


Sitting on the leather couch, he pressed a kiss to my forehead while | kept torturing the piece of dark forest 
cake left on the plate. 


"Are you okay, Dave? You're sweating." 

The sun was high in the sky but it was a windy day, | had no excuses. | chose to lie anyway. He was already a 
detective or something like that, wasn't he? | wasn't sure yet. Doesn't take a professional to work out what 
was going on with me, after all. Was James playing the fool for a good reason, at least? 

"It's hot outside. Fuckin’ summer." 

He nodded but didn't say anything anymore till | finished the goddamn cake. When he went pay for it, | hurried 


to find a bathroom and threw it all up. He waited for me, keeping silent all the way to the hotel. Things were 


never gonna work like that. 


* * * 


It took him fifteen minutes to pack his stuff and stow each one of his shirts into his suitcase. By contrast, | 
had nothing to pick up and spent half of that lovely sunny day wrecked by cold sweat and dry heave, delaying 


our departure. 


When he knocked on the bathroom's door, | was still trying to hold myself together, my back pressed against 
the bathtub's tile. 


"May | come in, Davey?" 
Sometimes, he was always so kind that he sounded almost shy. 


"Nu-uh. l'm." Just fucking make something up, idiot. As nausea rushed through me, | crawled to the toilette. 
"Waxing" 


For fuck's sake. Really? That was the rock bottom, right there. Waxing, ha! As | foresaw, James bought it as 
always. | was glad for it, somehow. Still confused on why he was politely letting me die in his bathroom, but 
glad. 


Finally, | felt a little better so | decided it was time to wash that dirty ass face of mine and exit the fucking 
room. | approached the sink, still staggering a little, and used it as support to lean on, when my fingers felt 
something too smooth and thick to be rolling paper or toilet tissues. 


| grabbed it, it was a black and white picture. A lady and his man standing in front of a house. Corny smiles on 
their faces. Stuff like that. A Maltese dog playing with a kid that was, most likely, their son, sitting not far 
from the happy couple. | blinked and.. suddenly, it was unmistakable. The baby had blue eyes and blonde hair, 
like many children do, whatever, but the father was the one who hit me. Not immediately, it took me a while 
to recognize him. Or, well, it took my mind a while to accept what | was seeing. He had longer hair, brownish 


mustaches and wore an ugly wannabe cowboy outfit with a horrible scarf. 


Nothing | could ever see on James, but there he was. Standing proud next to that woman, an arm wrapped 
around his waist, the brightest of smiles glued on his stupid face, a cowboy hat in his hand. And to top, the 
coup de grâce: a pair of shiny gold rings, each one squeezed irremediably around their left hand's third finger. 


Right away, | surrendered to a new wave of nausea and let the snap-shot fall into the wet sink as | sank on 


my knees and approached the toilet once again, my heart shrinking as painfully as my stomach was doing. 


Pouring like an avalanche coming down the mountain 


Gone. 
He was gone. As simple as it sounded. 


| went to sleep before he exited the bathroom, worst choice ever considering the subject who was locked in. 


And just then, four hours later, at fucking 3 am, | noticed he was gone. 


| don't even know what woke me up. | just opened my eyes and realize he wasn't sleeping next to me nor puking 


in the bathroom anymore. 


He had a few possessions, only a pack of cigarettes and a scratched belt he took off every night before going 
to sleep. Not much, but they were gone too. 

In a heartbeat, | had my black coat on and my car keys pressed to my sweaty palm. Black sunglasses were 
safe, even if it was late. Eyes were everywhere in that goddamn city. | realized then, in the middle of that 
lovely escalator ride, some of the tattoos on the neck were showing. Shit. Cover-up mousse irritates me, it 


always had. Not that | had a reason to wear it, in a city so far from the DC's headquarters... till | met Dave 
Eyes started to follow me again, then 

And | knew it was him. Besides, he looked really as gorgeous as | had imagined. 

But it didn't matter anymore, cause he was gone. | had to sift through any seedy dive bar, any whorehouse of 
the Red Light District, until | found a guy of his age that looked familiar - most likely, another homeless junkie 


living in the station -, who told me Dave reached out to him as he was in need of money. 


The kid had nothing for him to deal, so he sent his friend to a middle-aged pervert for a late night meeting 
that wouldn't be turned down. | was given the address in return for a couple bucks. Fucking street loyalty. 


The building where the client lived wasn't far from there, by the way. Just a few blocks away, luckily. | glanced 
at my wristwatch for the last time that night as | knocked on the dirty door: 5 am, time to get that litte, 


pert ass back home. 

| heard a grunt followed by a bed creaking, before someone approached to peep through the spy hole. Another 
grumble and, this time, the steps moved back to the creaking bed. A weaker creak and the door opened, 
catching me off guard. 


"Dave!" | nearly squeaked, 


Messy, reddish curls and dark circles under his eyes, he was standing there, half naked, with just a robe 


covering his goods, and didn't look none too pleased. 


"Who the fuck's that?" a raspy, drunken voice echoed from the inside of the flat. 

"Gimme a sec" Dave replied, closing the entrance door a little behind his back. 

| kept silent, waiting for some kind of explanation that didn't come. 

"What the fuck are you doing here at five in the morning?!" he whispered, pissed like never before. | couldn't 
believe my ears. | would spark a proper excuse out of him for that bitchy tone he used with me, no matter 


how long I'd have to wait. 


"What the fuck are you doing here at five in the morring! You went away without even telling me, not a 


fucking note. | had to find by myself you were gone!" 


Hearing me talk like that, helped softening Dave's approach a bit. He relaxed his shoulders as the pout on his 


face became sadder. It lasted less a minute though, before he glared at me. 

"Ask Lady." 

My eyes were balling out by the time his jealous gaze met my amused one. | couldn't believe it. Part of me 
was sad, | couldn't help it. Every time something reminded me about Lady, | got blue. She'd laugh at that too, 
though. See, darling? | thought. He's a Iittle jealous fuck, just like you 


Venom was still dripping from his lips due to pronouncing my wife's name, when | leaned against the door 


frame, smirking vaguely. 

"So what? Did you see the snap-shot? Read a fucking name written behind it?" 

| chuckled and he frowned, angrier than ever. 

"Fuck yes | did! You can go fuck yourself, James." 

He was about to back in and shut the door when | blocked it and grabbed a fistful of the robe he was wearing, 
drawing his body to mine. | did it as quietly as possible, considering we were still fucking around in the dead of 
the night when we were supposed to be safe and packing or sleeping at the hotel. 

"So what?" | repeated. He pierced me with a scornful look through a few ginger locks falling on his face. 

"You're fucking married, aren't you? Playing the fool with me all this time, promising me to leave together 
when | have business to take care about. Sure. Thanks, James. Sorry if | didn't pack my shit to leave and be 


your beloved son, daddy!" he screamed in my face. 


"Shut the fuck up now. You're just a kid who claims to know everything right away, you know it?" | had to take 


a deep breath to restrain for either kissing him or slapping him right then and there. Also, he was the first 
person in a very long time | could talk about Lady to. 


"Tell your wife, then. She's old enough to understand, apparently. Speaking of it.. isn't she a little too old for 
daddy's taste?" This is pouring like an avalanche, coming down the mountain, | remember | thought. "Isn't she a 
little too—" 


"dead to be still here?" He stared at me in disbelief, his anger crumbling before me. "Yeah." 


"Oh." It was just a weak sound, but it was enough for me to perceive how embarrassed he was. "Uh, well." He 


was still staring at my chest, his cheeks reddened almost like his hair. 

"For fuck's sake, Mustaine.. | ain't got all night!" 

This time, the man yelled and almost inadvertently, my fist clamped at the same time. | didn't know who was 
treating Dave that way and | didn't care. If that redheaded kid's eyes didn't keep me stuck there, I'd be already 
in, beating the shit out of that asshole. 

"Dave, please." 

His grip on the door was strong, his gaze bold. Was it pride | saw in those irises aged too fast? 

"| can't, James. You'll be fine tonight, tomorrow, the day after tomorrow and the day after that one too, but l.. 
don't belong to your world. This is my life. It's probably better off this way. | know you'll be fine without me. 
This is." | felt hesitation in his shaky voice there, "what | do for a living and frankly, its not stuff for you. It 
never could be." 

Dave swallowed, trying uselessly to cover his body with that tiny gown. 

"This dick ain't gonna get sucked by itself, little slut!" 

Once again, a shout coming from the bedroom. | could peer through the half closed door and see smoke and 
low light. The apartment's furniture looked old but well preserved. Glued to the walls, a terrible flowery 
wallpaper made the place look disgusting, like a rich house fallen in disgrace. 


"C'mere, Dave! Now!" 


It was an order, not a complaint anymore. More like a threat. Come here, otherwise.. My jaw clenched and Dave 


had to reach out to my chest and press me to the frame of the door. 
"Coming!" he yelled back, his tone softer than | expected. 


By then, | realized his hand was lingering on my smooth skin through the unbuttoned shirt. | didn't have to 


encourage him much to wander further, after all, he was already all over me with his pungent scent and his 


sharp touch. He craved my trust, despite all his nice words. 


Our gazes were drinking from one another and when | yanked him against my chest, | had no doubt he could 


hear my heart beat faster and faster. 
"Please, James... 
It was his turn to beg and | swear victory had never had a sweeter taste. 


Slowly and with every intention to fulfill his tacit request, | took his smooth, young face into my hand as hazel 
irises stared at me like | was a golden god he was denied for a very long time. Our lips brushed one against 
the other, then met, soon inviting our tongues to join to the dance too, melting both our wildest wishes and 


our fears into a wet, warm mess. 
"Jesus fuck, ging—' 


This time, | didn't encounter no resistance when the half-naked, middle-aged man came to the door and yanked 
at my baby. | grabbed him hard by the throat and walked across the room till his back was shoved against 
the wall of the living room. Right out of the corner of my eye, | caught a glimpse of a couple others naked 
kids blowing one another off and doing drugs. 


"Fucking say another word to him, just even look in his direction and I'll be back to finish my work. Got it, you 


sicko?" 


A growl escaped my throat, Dave was right behind me, shivering slightly. /ts business, | kept repeating myself, 


Just business. That man was endangering my mission 


After wriggling in vain, the pervert nodded, so | let him fall to ground like a sack of potatoes. My eyes scanned 
the room, finding Dave's scared ones once again. Without even thinking, | slid an arm around his shoulders and 


noticed gladly how his body fit perfectly with mine, even like that. 


"Let's go" | quietly murmured, wearing my sunglasses as | overstepped a fainted kid. / might even hke if, if it 


wasn't my job, | told myself. 


